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R, H. Livingstone
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proud to In amy way altempt o
smooth over the altuation. Mary

CHAPTER—IV—Continued,
R

Well, to resume and go on. There's
gut' v::l'lzln“:ammw forget him.
u o y could f i
He's lunm;n -m-ﬂr" um';‘
wm_ ¥ \ his - perfectly

utiful dark eyes and white teeth.
And he plays—well, I'm simply erazy
over his piaying. I only wish Carrle
Heywood could hear bim. She thinks
bher brother can play, He's a traveling
violinist with a show; and he vame
home once to Andersonville And |
heard him, But he's not the real thing
at all. Not a bit. Why, he might be
anybody, our grocer, or the bulcher,
up there playing that vielin, His eyes
are little and blue, and bia bair is
red and very short. 1 wish she could
hear owr violinist play!

And there's auother man that comes
to the partles and tens ;—oh, of course
there are others, lots of them, married
men with wives, and unmarried tmen
with and without glsters. But 1 mean
another man specially. Hls name ls
Harlow, He's s little man with a
brown polnted beard and big soft
brown eyes, He's really awfully good-

Jooking, too. 1 don't know what he
© does do; but he's married.
that. He never brings his wife, though;
but Motber's always asking for ber,
clear and distinet, and she always
smiles, and her volee kind of Unkles
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| Hattle emphaticaily.
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of fitness of things, In-
Oh, yes, that's all very well
There are plenty of men, no
who are shocked beyond any-
' azmmurhmm-womn;
it those su mel=will think noth-
of going stralght home and wmok-
lite for #ome other woman so ab-
ulely miserable that sheld think
hanging would be a luck® escape from
something worse.” E
“Harriet [* exclhimed Grandpa In o

“Well, 1 mean t|" decinred Aunt
" *lLook at poor
Mndge hers, and that wreteh of a bhus
band of hers!™

And just here is whepe the funny
thing happened. Mother bristled up—
Mother |—and even more than Aunt
Hattle had. Bhe turned red and then
white, and her eyes blazed.

“That will do, Hattle, please, In my
presence,” she sald, very-eold. Hke lca.
“Dr, Anderson I8 not s wreteh at all
He is nn bonorable, scholarly gentle-
man. Without doubt he meant to be
kind and considerate. ke simply Q1d
not understand me, We weren't suited
to each other, That's all"

And she gotup and swept out of the
room.

Now, wamn't that funny?
Just loved It, all the same.
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But 1
I nlwnys

love Mother when she's superb and
haughty and disdainful.

Well, nfter she had gone Aunt flat-
tle looked mt Grandpn and Orandpa
Hattle,

looked at Aunt Grandpa

“That Will Do, Mattie, Pleases, In My
Presence,” Bhe Sald, Very Cold, Like
lce.

shrugged hiv shoulders, and gnve his
hands a funny lttle fourish ; und Aunt
Hattle lifted her eyebrows and suld:

"Well, what do you know about
that?™ (Aunt Hattle forgot 1 was In
the room, | know, or she'd never In the
world have used slong llke thatl)
“And after all the things she's sald
about how unhappy she wans!" finlshed
Aunt faftie

Grandpa dido't sny anything, but
fust guve his Tunny Iittle shrug ugein.

And It was kind of queer, when you
come (0 think of ft—about Mother, |
mean, wasn't 1t}
ONE MONTH LATER

Well, I've been Were another whole
month, and it's growlng nicer all the
time, 1 just love It here.

And Mother Is bappy, I'm sure she
Is. Bomebody ls dolng something for

1 heard two lndles
and they suld they
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Umer after the having one of

thelr Incompa “Mmes, Bat I
m_’t“.ml h:‘ ¥ very often,

I doesn S0 [ really
think she s forgetting.

About llu.mw sultors—I
found that apective sultor” iIn a
story a week ago, and 1 just love it
It mieans you ﬂ# will want to

marty her, you know, 1 use it ull the
time now—in wiy mind—when I'm
@ genticmen that
come Here (the marricd ones). I
forgol and used it out loud one day
to Aunt Hattle; but 1 shan't ngain,
She muld, “Meérey I™ and threw up her
hands and Jooked over to Grondpa the
way she does when I've snid something
she thinks (a perfectly awful,

There it 1» agnind I'm not old
enough. When will 1 be nllowed to
take my proper place In life? Echo
answers when,

Well, to resume snd go on.

What was 1 talking about?t Oh, 1
know—the prospective sultors. (Aunt
Hattle enut bear me when 1 just write
It, anyway.) Wejl, they nll come just
as they used to, only there are more
of tem now—two faf’ men, one sllm
one, and a man with &8 hnlo of halr
round a bald spot. Oh, I don't mean
that wny of them are recully sultors
yot. They just come to coll and to
ten, nnd send her flowers and candy.
And Mother lan't & mile vlcer to one
thun she Iz to any of the others, Any-
body can see that. And she shows
very plainly she's no sotion of plek-
ing snybody out yet. But of course

I ecan't Mlelp belng Interested and
watching.
A 1 mald befors, 1 don't belleve

Mother'll choose Mr. Harlow, anyway,
even whan the time comes. As for any
of the others—I can't tell. Ehe treats
them nll just exnctly alike, us for an [
can see. Pollte and pleasant, but not
at all loverllke. I was talking to Pe-
ter one day anbout I, and | asked him.
But he didn't seem to know, elther,
which one sbhe will be Lkely 1o take, 12
nny.

Peter's about the only one I can
ask. Of course 1 couldn’t ask Moth-
er, or Aunt Hattle And Grandfatber
~well, 1T ghould pever think of usking
Grandpa a question like that. DBat
Petor~Peter's a real comfort. I'm
sure 1 don't know what I should do for
sornebody to tnlk to and ask questions
about things down here, I [t wasn't
for him. He takes me to school and
hack agaln every day; so of course |
see him quite a' lot

Speaking of school, It's nll right, and
of course I like It, though not quite no
well an 1 did. There are some of the
girls—well, they act gueer. 1 don't
know what Is the matter with them.
They stop talking—some of them—
when | come up, and they mnke me
feel, somotimes, as 1f I didnt belong.
Maybe it's because I eame from a little
country town llke Andersonville. But
they've konown that all mlong, from
the very firut. And they dido't act at
all ke thet at the begloning, Maybe
it's just thelr way Gown here. If I
think of 1t I'll ask Peter tamorrow.

Well, { guess thot's all [ can think
of this time.

MOST FOUR MONTHS LATER

It's been ages since I've wrilten
here, 1 know. But there's nothing spe-
clal happened. Everything hns been
going along just abou. as It did at the
first, Ob, there s one thing different
—Peler's gone, Heo went two months
ngo. We've got an awfully old chanf-
feur now, Ope with gray halr and
ginsses, and bomely, too, His name s
Charles. The very-first day he cume,
Aunt Fattle told me never to talk to
Charles, or bother him with ques-
tlons; that It wos hetter he should
keep his mind entirely on his driving.

She needn't have worrled. I should
never dremm of asking him the things
I dld Peter. He's too stupld. Now
Peter and I got to be real good friends
—until all of a sudden Grandpa told
him he might go. 1 don't know why.

1 don't see a8 I'm any nearer Onding
out who Molher's lover will be than I
was four mouths ago, [ suppose it's
still too soon. Peter snld one day he
thought widows ought to walt al least
n year, and he guessed grass-widows
were just the same. Aly, how mad 1
wis ot him for using that name about
my mother] Oh, 1 knew what he
meant. I'd heard it at schoel. (I
know now what it was that made
those girls act so queer and horrid)
There was s girl—I vever lked her,
sod 1 suspect she dida't lke ma,
either. Well, she found out Mother
bad a divorce. (You see, I hadn't
told it. 1 remembered how those giris
out West brugged) And she (old a
1ot of the others, But It dido't work
at ull na It had In the West Nooe of
the giris 1o this school here had a di-
yoree I thelr families; and, If you'll
belleve It, they ncted—some of them—
as If 1t was o disgrace, even after I
told them good abd plain that oure
was 8 perfectiy respecinble and gen-
teel divores, Nothing [ could say
made n mite of difference, with some
of the girls, and then Is when I fSest
beard that perfectly bhorrid word,
' widow.” 8o I knew
though 1

ter mennt,

Never Mind—
Re-vitalize

OU BET it's warm—the more
need then for keeping the vitality
up to par.

Vital men resist heat easily. Lan-
guid ones are floored. Re-vitalize
yourself and you won't mind the
weather.,

Get new energy in little raisins.

1560 calories of energizing nutri=
ment per pound in Little Sun-Maids.
75 per cent pure fruit sugar.

Wonderful because this sugar
doesn’t need, and, therefore, doesn't
tax digestion and thus heat the blood.
Yet energizes almost immediately.

Contain fatigue-resisting food-iron
also. Try a box today.

Little Sun-Maids

Between-Meal Raisins
5¢ Everywhere

—in Little Red Packages

Feather Gluttons,
Ransom Kennlcott, chlef forester in

Self-Protection,
*Why did you brag so on Fred's rots

the Iiinols forest preserve district, | ten homebrew?” “I had to; I gave
goys thut robins eat more than other | hlm the reclpe!"—Judge,
birds, —_—
———— It 18 within the powers of the least
Beekest thoo a falthful friend? Get | of ug to be polite, straight from the

thee a dog. heart.

Each of the two tires illustrated above is a gen-
uine Goodyear through and through.

One is the famous reliable 30 x 334 inch Goodyear
All-Weather Tread Clincher.

Its companion is the popular 30 x 334 inch Good-
year Cross Rib,

The Goodyear Cross Rib is built of the same high
grade tlan cotton fabric that goes into the
All-W Tread Goodyear.

It has a long-wearing but differently designed
tread, and sells for less money. .

More than 5,000,000 of these tires have been
sold in the last five years,

Their fine performance has demonstrated the
folly of buying unknown and unguaranteesd tires
of lower price.

Ask your Goodyear Service Station Dealer about
their advantages.

GOODFYEAR
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